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GREAT BEND, - - - - KANSAS,

Tie so¥. dnrkness of a June night be-
gun to fall. The katydids ealled from
the grasses; = hkuge June bug best
itself noisily aganinst the window
screen; the cow lowed from the meadow
without.

At last Mrs Pettit pushed aside her
untasted food and said, with a pitiful

THE LAND OF MAKE-BELIEVE.

fEnew of o dear, delighttal land,
Which is not so far away,
That we may not sail to (ts sunlls strand
No matter how short the dsy:
Al, there tho skies are always blue,
And hearts forget to grieve,
Flor there’s never o dream bul Mokt come troe
In the Land of Make-Belleve.

There every luddie becomes o knight,
And a falry gueen each luss:

And lips leafn laughter, and éyes grow bright
As the dewdrops In the grass;

For there’s nothing beautiful, brave and boid
That one may not schleve.

If be once scis foot on the gand of gold
Of the Lavd of Make-Belleve!

So spread the salls, and asay we go
Light-winged thropgh the fairy straits:

For the west winds steadily, swifuly blow,
And the wonderful harbor walls .

On our prow the foam-flecks ginoee and gleam,
While we sail from morn till eve,

All bound for the shores of the children’s

dream
Of the Land of Make-Believe!
—Zuy Wetmore Carryl. in St Nicholas.

LOSING OF MRS. PETTIT.

BY EDITH EKEELEY STOKELY,

ATURE, mn de-
signing old Mr.
Pettit's face,
had not en-
dowed it with
a single artful
furrow or
wrinkle where-
in a secret
might hiade.
face, too, with

K
It was a beautiful old
a fringe of white whiskers all arcuand
under the enin, wide-open, mild gray
eves nnd roddy cheeks. Yet did a
harmless deceit lodge there but a mo-
ment the eyes langhed and twinkled,

and all but called aloud: *Here it Is:™
and the next Instant the secretwas
dislodged and seurrying off in piain
sight of everybody, and nobody wmore
surprised than Mr. Pettit himself.

Consequently, when Mr. Peitit
stepped into the kitchem upon a cer-
tain June evening, and hung his hat
upon the peg behind the door, Mrs
Pettit, suspending the kettle high in
air from the operation of pouring bLoil-
ing water upon the tea, said, in a tone
of conviction: ““Ephraim, you've got a
letrer from John.™

“Well. now, I want to know!" said
Mr. Pettit, throwing an appealing
glanece around upon an imaginary and
admiring audience. *“If women don't
beat alll T was saving that letter till
after supper.”

“We can just as well have it with
our tea,” said Mrs. Pettit, pulling the
cosy over the teapot, and leading the
way to the supper table. ‘“John must
have something particular to say. We
had a letter from him this weel.”

The two snow-crowned heads were
bowed for a moment in simple grace,
and then, as Mrs. Pettit poured the
fragrant Hyson into the old-fashioned
china cups, her husband proceceded to
open the letter.

Not very much, after all. Two
square yvellow tickets and one of those
short notes that are always perten-
tous:

*CHICAGO, 11, June 10, IFpS.

“Dear FPather and Mother: 1 inclose you
two round-trip tickets for Chleago, which I

expect you to make use of right away. Our
boy Is to be christeéned next week, anidl the
christening can’t go on without you. Tour

loving son. Jogx PertiT
“P, 8.—Telegraph me when you starc
o»J P "

Mrs, Pettit dropped her hands into
her lap with a look of blank dismay.

“Why, Ephraim,” she protested, "1
can't gro."
“John wouldn't like it," said Mr.

Pettit, softly. confining his gaze to
the careful stirring of his tea. “'It's
our first grandehild, you know,”
Involuntarily Mra Pettit's gaze wan-
dered through the open window to a
tiny hilloek, which, with its marble
shaft showing dimly through the twi-
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+'1 GUESS YER LOST, AIN'T YOU?"

light, told its own tale of “‘Eleanor,
aged seven.”

*“l have pever left her,” she said,
with troubled eyes.

*She would wish it,” said ' Ephraim,
gently. ‘“John knows all. and he
wishes it. Sixteen years is a long
time for grieving, mother. She is a
grown woman in Heaven by this
“me"ﬂ

Nothing more was said after this

tremor in her old voice: “We'll go,
Ephraim. it’s wicked of me to be
staying at home grieving, and neglect-
ing the loved ones that need me. We
will write to John's to-night and tell
him so0."

Thus it came to pass that a few days
later & certain train pulling out of Wil-
son’s Ferry carried with it a quaint old
couple with whom we have to do. The
old gentleman wore his whiskers after
a good old country style, and looked
aver his silver-bowed glasses with the
most benignant eyes in the world. As
for the old lady, fellow-passengers
glanced idly upon her, and then turned
to gaze again. Such a sweet old face,
seamed with added years and care, but
beautiful withal in its frume of clus-
tering gray curls. No one smiled at
the old-fashioned bonnet, the long,
slender-waisted black dress, or neatly
folded shoulder shawl. No one seemed
to think of the oddity of the black silk
mitts with theirshort fingers, although
they had not been put on before since
Eleanor's funeral. Everyone seemed
kindly intercsted in the big brown
basket with a cover and two handles.
Before the journey ended it had opened
wide its hospitable cover to southe
with ginger cakes and tarts the cries
of more than half-a-dozen travel-worn
babes, and had won the earnest bless-
ing of as many tired mothers.

Six hours of rumble and noise and
dust, plimpses of waving green fields
and distant towns, & fleeting acquaint-
ance with strange faces and other
lives, good-bys "mid youth and laugh-
ter and silent good-bys with tears, and
the train steamed slowly into Chicago.

It seemed to be the final destination
of ull humanpity. Such crowds of peo-
ple, such noise and bustle! But for-
tunately the trend of humanity seemed
in a general direction.”

“Maybe you ought to have tele-
graphed, Jones. as he said to,” re-
marked Mrs Pettit, in o dubious voice.
‘*He would have been here to meet us.”

] know the way. We've got to
take the suburban train,” suid Mr.
Pettit, grasping the big carpetsack
with one hand, and pareels, bags and
the umbrella with the other. “You
just keep close to me, Lucy. That
suburban train doesn’t wait more than
five minutes.”

Through the big iron gatesand up
the wide stairs, everyvbody meeting
and greeting everybody else, boye
shouting und cabmen crying their
fares. and at last open air. Thatis,

not open air like the broad meadows |

“The baby worries sciva o mghta
Ehe's only two months old, you lkknow,
end colicky like.™

**Well, now, I'm so glad 1 brough
it,” said Mr= Pettit, reaching for the
basket. *‘Sach a big bunch =f catnip,
too, just in the bloom; twice as much
as John's baby will need. It's a sure
relief for colic. And here's some young
verbenu plants 1 dug this morning
with plenty of earth around them.
May 2 your wife would like them.”

Thareupon a paper bag and a paste-
board box changed hands.

“'1 thank'ee kindly, ma'am.” said the
policeman, touching his cap. *“The
catgip we get at the drugstore ain't
much better than dust, and my wife
ain't owned a flower since she's been
married.” In his secret mina he was
wondering where he couid get enongh
dirt to fili a flower pot to plant them in.

The detention station was s large,
high-ceiled room, with rows of long,
hard benches along its walls. a little
window behind which sat & man ata
desk, and numberless policemen pass-
ing in and out, some accompanied,
some alone. The man at the desk
gave to each neweomer brought in a
check bearing a number, and made a
corresponding entry in a large boolk.
Mrs lettit found herself suddenly
58,

“*You'll be called for,” said Officer
Mellen, touching his hat; *fand it's
ruch obliged I am for vour kindness
ma'am.” To himself he andded, as he
turned away: “It's a shame for the
likes of her to be pnt in this place.”

There were dozens of peopls seated
on the benches—men, women and cliil-
dren—some with heads bowed in dejec-
tion, misery, sickness or despair,
others upright and defiant, many
crown old in ways of sin, others but

“I'LL NEVER FORGIVE MYSELF FOR LOS-
%G you."

and sunny garden plots of “.“M'n'ﬁlbe;_rinnin;r to taste of temptation. Into

Ferry. but open air much like gazing
up from the bottom of a good old-fash-

ioned chimney, so tall were the build- |
ings on either side, so very little of the thought, in wonder.

blue sky wvisible overhead.

It was all very new and very stronge |

to Mrs. Pettil; vet, motwithstanding
her bewilderment, she faithinlly fol-
lowed the guiding carpetsack, hurry-
ing onward in its wale, until they
were well out on the streets and she
was guite breathless with the brisk
witl k.

Then, as the carpetsack shifted its
position for a moment to the pavement,
and its owner turned to mop his brow,
Mrs. Pettit saw, to ber utter dismay,
that, while his hair was gray, and
from the back he presented an appear-
ance not unlike that of Ephraim, this
man she had been religiously follow-
ing was, in fact, an utter stranger,
and that she herself, Mrs. Peltit, was
lost!

Quite unconscious of the mischief he

this company Mrs. Pettit walked, with
her dear old face and guileless eyes.

“Such a lot of people lost!” she
“It's & merey if
they all find their friends before night.”

She touched a man upon the arm who
sat huddled up beside her. *“Are you
sick?” she inguired, anxiously.

The mean raised a reddened, bloated
face, and gazed unsteadily at her.
*Yes,” he said, huskily, “'sick of life."

A mist gathered in the old lady's
eyes. “I was once so, t00,” she said,
sympathetically, *‘when my Eleanor
was talten; but with the Lord's help
I'm living it down. Maybe somebody’s
dead beloaging to you.™

“I'm dend to them,” said the man
bitterly, sinking into his old pesition.

Mrs. Pettit was mystified; but this
was plainly a trouble that catnipconld
not reach—a trouble of the heart.

“1"m sorey for you,” she said. guaver-
ingly, laying her quaintly gloved hand
upon his arm; *‘but whatever vonr

had wrought, the stranger shortly re- | trouble is, with the Lord's help you

sumed his carpet-bag and his pace to- | &0 live it down."
gether, and joined the great merry-go- !

‘102, said an officer, touching the

round of people; while the old lady, | m8D on the shonlder.

like & bit of flotsam stayed for a mo-
ment in its course, clinging helplessly
to the brown basket, stood looking
about in bewilderment, while people
whirled and eddied and divided about
her.

*I guess yver lost, gin't you?” said a
big, kindly voize at her side.

Mrs, Pettit smiled into the honest
face of the man, who wore a blue suit
with brass buttons, and a star upon
his breast

*1 don't know.,” she said, a little
tremulously, *‘but perhaps 1 am; that
is, if you don’t know where my son,
John Pertit, lives.”

“Pettit—John Pettit. I don't seem
to place him just now.” said the po-
liceman, placing his hand upon his
chin, in a thoughtful and reassuring
manner. *“*You dou't happen to know
his street or number?”

“*No,” said the old lady; “Ephraim
always directs his letters, and he has
his address on n card in his pocket
But I know they've put a new wing to
the house lately, and it's painted
brown and has bow windows."

The old lady waited anxiously, while

1 the officer, in the kindness of his heart,

appeared to ruminate deeply.

1 don’t seem to remember sucha
place, he said, presently; “'but we can
find it. If you'll just step down to the
station with me—it ain't far—where
lost people stay, I'll ring up the Cen-
tral police.”

Mrs. Pettit relinguished the brown
basket into Officer Mellen's hands and
walked cheerfully along by his side.
“I hope vour family are all well,” she
said. politely.

*Well, tol'rable, thank'ee,” said the

cofficer, with rather a new sensation.

The man rose to follow, hesitated,
then held out a trembling hand. **With
the Lord's help, when I get out of this
I'll try to live it down,” he said,
huskily. He looked at the withered
hand within his own a moment with
twitching lips. then gently laid it
down and left the room.

Down the rows of poor humanity
moved Mrs. Pettit. Ginger cookles
caused baby eyes to shine, and kindly
words dropped like rain wupon arid
hearts. The brown basket brought
forth bunches of fragrant June pinks,
clusters of elder blossoms and pack-
ages of marigold seeds. A bottle of
homemade cordial and a dozen fresh
eggs were put into the hands of a
young woman with hectic cheeks and
& hollow cough, who held a wayward
brother's hand anxiously in her cwano.
“There won't be much left for Johu's
wife,” thought Mrs. Pettit, regretfuliy;
**but dear knows these poor creatures
need it.”

Two hours later the door swupg vio-
lently in, and an excited group entertd
An old gentleman with a fringe of
white whiskers under his chin, a tall
voung gentleman looking very red snd
excited, and two officers. A momert's
conversation at the desk, and 5% Was
called.

But “58,” close in conversation with
two little vagrants, the buby girl in
her lap and the Loy at her side, with
traces of tears still upon her old
cheeks, bhad forgotten that she had
ever been given a number

‘““You will never be hungry szain,”
she was saying, solemnly, '‘mever
beaten, never forsaken. You shall go
home with me, and Tony shall own the
dog, while the white kitten that will

deink nothing but cream shsll belong
te the baby rister.”

*“Mother!” said a voice at ber side—a
wolice in which there were both joy and
tears, and in & moment & pair of strong
arms had her in their embrace.

“Lucy,” said another yoice, which
sounded like Ephraim’s muffled with a
leather lobster, “I'll never forgive my-
self for losing you—never.”

*Why, John,” said Mrs Pettit, “and
Ephraim, too! I'm glad you've come.
There is so much trouble in the world,
and here I've been sitting to home
shutting my ears to it. Ephraim, I
know yov won't care. You never op-
posed me in anything in my life. I'm
going to take these children home
with me and keep them. There's no-
body in the wide world to look after or
do for them.”

**But, mother, such o charge at your
age”—began her son.

*John,” said Mrs Pettit, with the
solemnity of eonviction, “'it's the Lord’'s
call. They're sweet, handsome little
things, and such a life as they've led!
Ephraim, you don't object? We will
call the vaby Eleanor, in memory of
our owm.""

For answer Mr, Pettit stooped and
lifted the baby girl in his arms.

I guess we've got money enough to
hire a nurse if they are a charge.” he
said, trinmphantly. *John, you're a
lawyer; yvou can tix up the pupers as
soon as you like."

And so the losing of Mrs. Pettit, like
the wand~ring of a clear brook over
parched weadows, leaving fresh and
grateful ull behind, carried also on its
bosom to a harbor of safety two tender
human souls.

TACT AND COURTESY.
Distinguished

Qualitics Possessed by
Frenchmen.

Lafayette was remarkable no less
for his tuct and courtesy than for the
sterner virtues which made him dear
to two nations.

During his visit to Boston on his re-
turn to this country, a lady with
whom he was dining brought up the
subject of the revolution. asking him
many questions as to the details of its
history.

Among them was the inguiry: “Was
not the cockade worn at first by the
Americans black, general?"”

“Yes," was the reply. “We wore &
black cockade unutil the French joined
us, and then, in compliment to them,
we added the white ribbon.”

Lafayette belonged to a time and a
race tbat held the fine art of pentles
speech as of the first importance. A
lady of his own family who was at-
tached to the Freoch court was distin-
guished for her courtesy where all
were courteous. She was so affection-
ate to both her mother and mother-in-
law that, one day when both were
present, the king playfully insisted
that she shuuld decide which she loved
better.

“If both were drowning, madam,”™ he
demanded, “and vou conld save but
one, wanich would it be?”

‘*Ah, sire,” she replied, quieclly, T
would save my mother-in-law and
drown with my mother!”

Louis himself puzzled his jailers by
his gentle politeness. His children,we
are told, enraged their keepers by their
mild answers. ‘'‘“They robbed us of
our bread,” cried Thouret, “and pay us
with smiles and bows!”

The fact was that the ruling class
of those days had never been tanghtto
be just to their inferiors, but courtesy
had been instilled into them from
childhood.

In France as in Americs, men now
are more just than were their forefa-

thers. The rights of even the poorest
citized are nmow recognized and pro-
tected. A more assertive charity, too,

is manifested in our religion, but we
neglect the minor virtues of tact and
fine civility.

The slovs, gentle progress of our an-
cestors, bowing to either side through
life, seems to us absurd, but we could
add attractiveness to the greater vir-
tues by clothing them with courtesies
that grace and elevate even the hum-
blest life.—Youth's Companion.

The Effect of Color on the Mind.

Experiments in the scientific man-
arement of colors tell us that there Is
u great difference in the effect of tints
on the mental and physical conditions
of humanity. A medium shade of
brown is said to be the most restful of
ull colors. Light shades are not cool,
but guite the reverse; and red is not
warm, but gives a cooler effect than any
other ecolor. Green has been considered
restful and refreshing, but has an ex-
ceedingly depressing effect upon many
temperaments; indeed, it has been
thought to produce morbid conditions
and melancholia of & severe type.
Terra cotta has been a favorite eolor
with artists, becanse theyv fancied that
it gnve a betlter eifect to pictures, but
it seem= now to be approved because of
its agreeable action on the nerves and
its general restfulness. Pompeiiaa
red is thought to be one of the most
admirable of colors for coolness and its
soothing gqualities to persons of ex-
treme nervous susceptibilities. ‘4t
may be possible,” says a writer on thia
subjeet, “*that the Pompeiians painted
their town red from motives more
@sthetiec and hygienie than we have
been able to comprehend.” Ithaslong
been held by persons of nervous tem-
peraments that reflected lights are tha
most trying and exasperatiog of ths
minor annoyvances of life. When we
learn to select the right colors, we
may remove from our way many causes
of mental and nervous irritations —
N. Y. Ledger.

~ Ths Mest Seasitive Thing on Earth
& buman nerve. Thisin slm&mm
tenfold.

received more bravery
&mm of Achilles than

mind by
tion of fortitude.—8irP.

bearing
Bidoey.

He is always a slave who lives beyond his
means.—Iirrigation.

Weak and Weary

Because of a depleted condition of the:
blood. The remedy is to be found in
purified, enriched snd vitalized bloods
which will be given by Hood's Sarsapa-
rilla, the great blood purifier. It will
tone the stomach, creats an appetite and
give renewed strength. Remember

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Is the oniy true blogd purifier prominent-
Iy in the public eye to-dsy. $1; six for &.

Hood’s Pills

cure hudbitual constipa-
tion. Price 25 cents.

I LOOK FOR THIS

Gl 7:<—$1.25 w11 o 13%<—S1.75
8to 10%—6.50 * 1 3 —2.00

IF YOU CAN'T GET THEM FROM YOUR
DEALER WRITE TO

HAMILTON-BROWN SHOE GO0.,

S5T. IL.OUIS.

Corticelli
"Lace Embroidesy.

Q@ The materials for this
F work are Corticelli Lace
: EmbroiderySilk,size No.
. 500 and Honiton braid;
$ these are applied to fine
bleached linen in simple
but pretty designs, which
give the work popularity.
“Florence Home Needlework'”
for 1895, which is now ready,
explains the subject fully. The
othersubjects are Mosaic Embroidery
(new designs), Crochet and Correct
Colors for Flowers, embroidered with
Corticelli Wash Silk.
Bend 8 centa, manl!nnmgmﬂr. and we will mall
son the book ; W pages, 65 lHustrations,
NONOTUCK SILK CO., FLORENCE, MASS.
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Beecham’s pills are for bilious-
ness, bilious headache, dyspepsia,
heartburn, torpid liver, dizziness,
sick headache, bad taste in the
mouth, coated tongue, loss of
appetite, sallow skin, etc., when
caused by constipation; and con-
stipation most frequent
cause of all of them.

Go by the book. Pills 1oc and 25¢ &
box. Book FREE at your druggist’s or
write B. F. Allen Co., 365 Canal Street,
New York.

Annual sales more than 6,000,000 boxes.

EWIS’ 98 % LYE
FPOWDERED AND PERFUNMED,
- (PATENTED)

2 slrongest and purest Lye

made. Unif
A fine puwd.::-’ c&?mﬁ };?i::-‘
with removable lid, the contents
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